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ARGUMENT. 


Lord  Henry  Ashton,  the  brother  of  Lucie  of 
Lammermoor  to  retrieve  his  fallen  fortunes  ar¬ 
ranges  a  marriage  between  his  sister  and  Lord 
Arthur  Bucklaw. 

Sir  Edgar  Ravenswood,  whose  family  has 
been  in  a  state  of  enmity  with  that  of  Lord  Ash¬ 
ton,  unknown  to  the  latter,  is  in  love  with,  and 
equally  loved  by  his  sister  Lucia. 

Sir  Edgar  sent  on  an  embassy  to  France  to 
look  to  the  interests  of  his  native  country,  Scot¬ 
land,  despatches  many  letters  to  his  well-beloved 
Lucia:  these  letters  are  intercepted,  and  a  forged 
paper,  tending  to  show  the  infidelity  of  Sir 
Edgar,  is  shown  to  the  unfortunate  maiden. 

Maddened  by  disappointed  love,  and  urged  by 
the  necessities  of  her  brother,  she  unwillingly 
consents  to  become  the  bride  of  Lord  Arthur 
Bucklaw.  The  marriage  takes  place,  but  when 
the  newly  married  pair  have  retired,  groans  are 


/ 


iv 

heard  from  the  nuptial  chamber,  on  entering 
which,  Loud  Bucklaw  is  discovered  bleeding  to 
death,  while  Lucia,  in  a  fit  of  insanity,  brandishes 
the  sword  of  her  victim,  reeking  with  his  blood. 
Her  senses  return,  but  she  sinks  under  the  horror 
of  her  situation,  and  dies  the  victim  of  disap¬ 
pointed  love.  Lord  Ashton  struck  with  remorse, 
contemplates  the  desolated  state  of  his  sister ; 
Edgar  returns,  is  undeceived  as  to  the  want  of 
truth  in  his  beloved,  and  joins  his  tears  with 
those  of  her  preceptor  Raymond,  over  the  sad 
fate  of  the  unfortunate  Lucia. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONJE. 


LUCY  ASHTON . .  Madlle  Nissen. 

ALICE,  [ her  Attendant ]  .  Mrs.  R.  Hughes. 

EDGAR  RAVENSWOOD, . Mr.  Sims  Reeves. 

COLONEL  HENRY  ASHTON,  . .  Mr.  Burdini. 

ARTHUR  BUCKLAW,  .  Mr.  Barker. 

RAYMOND,  [a  Clergyman']  Mr.  H.  Corri. 
NORMAN,  \_a  Retainer]  ,  * .  Mr.  Herberte. 

Ladies  and  Cavaliers,  Relations  of  Ashton,  and  Inhabitants 
of  Lammermoor,  Pages,  Men-at-Arms,  and  Servants  of 
Ashton. 


The  Scene  lies  in  Scotland,  partly  in  the  Castle  of  Ravens  - 
wood,  and  partly  in  the  dilapidated  old  Tower  of  Wolfs 
Crag ,  towards  the  1  Qth  century . 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 

A  Hall. 

Enter  Norman  and  followers* 

LeTus  run  }  anc*  searc^  neighbourhood 

Of  the  tow  Vs  immense  ruins  : 

Tear  away  the  veil  of  this  deep  mystery. 

Honour  demands,  insist  upon  it — 

Let  terrible  truth  flash 

Like  lightning,  through  the  cloud  of  horror. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Henry  and  Raymond. 

Nor.  Y ou  appear  agitated  ? 

Hen .  And  I  have  reason  to  be  so.  You  know  it ! 

The  star  of  my  fate  grows  dim, 

Whilst  Edgar,  that  mortal  enemy 
Of  my  race. 

Above  my  ruin,  raises  his  proud  head  and  smiles. 
One  hand  alone  can  strengthen 
My  fast  fading  power,  Lucie 
Dares  repulse  that  hand. 

Ah  !  she  is  no  sister  to  me. 

Ray .  Full  of  grief, 

A  maiden,  weeping  o’er  the  recent  tomb 
Of  a  dear  mother  ;  towards  her  bridal 
Can  she  cast  a  look  ?  spare  her  heart. 

Distracted  with  grief  and  love. 

Nor.  Speak  you  of  love  ?  Lucie 
Distracted  with  love  ? 

Hen .  What  say  you  ? — what  words ! 

Nor .  Listen  to  me.  In  that  part  of  the  park. 

In  the  lonely  valley  where  her  mother 
Lies  buried.  Her  faithful  Alice 
Was  with  her.  An  infuriate  bull 
Suddenly  attacked  her — 

Without  assistance 
3  nevitable  death  awaited  her. 

When  an  arrow  whistled  through  the  air — 

One  blow,  and  low  upon  the  ground 
The  bull  was  laid. 
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And  who  discharged  that  arrow  ? 

A  man  who  has  hitherto  contrived  to  conceal  his  name 
Perhaps  Lucie — 

Loved  him  ! 

She  has  then  seen  him  since  ? 

Yes,  daily. 

And  where  ? 

In  that  very  valley  ! 

I  shudder  ! 

Have  you  not  discovered  the  seducer  ? 

I  have  but  a  suspicion. 

Oh,  speak  then  ! — 

I I  is  your  enemy. 

Oh,  heavens  ! — 

You  hate  him. 

Can  it  be — Edgar? 

You  have  named  him. 

What  a  fatal,  what  a  cruel  frenzy 
You  have  raised  in  my  heart. 

Too  horrible  for  me, 

That  fatal  suspicion  is  ! 

It  makes  me  shudder  and  tremble. . 

My  hair  stands  on  my  head  ! 

This  opprobium  on  me 
It  is  my  sister  who  puts, 

Sooner  than  this  fatal  love 
Thou  hast  revealed  to  me,  wretch, 

Would  that  the  thunder  stroke 
Had  been  my  destiny.  [.Yon« 

The  care  of  your  honour  has  made  me  cruel  towards 
I  implore  your  mercy  ! 

Thou  wilt  remember  him,  oh,  heaven  ! 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Chorus  of  Huntsmen  and  Attendant®, 

Your  suspicions  are  confirmed  and  realized® 

Do  I  hear  thee  ? 

Speak  out  1 
Alas  !  the  day  ! 

Overcome  by  fatigue. 

After  a  hard  day’s  labour. 

We  were  reposing  ourselves  in  the  tower. 

In  its  ruined  vestibule  ; 

Suddenly,  appeared  before  us 


A  pale  and  silent  man. 

When  he  drew  near  to  us, 

We  recognised  the  unknown ; 

But  on  his  fleet  steed 
He  fled  from  our  sight — 

A  falconer  then  told  us  the  name  he  bore. 

Hen .  And  what  is  it  ? 

Cho.  Edgar ! 

Hen .  Him  !  Oh,  the  passion  that  transports  me, 

My  heart  can  no  longer  contain  ! 

’Tis  in  vain  that  pity 
Pleads  in  his  favour — 

I  can  only  hear  him 

Who  speaks  to  me  of  vengeance — 

Miserable,  my  fury 
Already  hovers  over  you. 

I  will  quench  in  blood 

The  impious  flame  which  consumes  you. 

Nor .  and  Chorus . 

That  infamous  man 
Cannot  avoid  your  vengeance  ! 

(Oh,  what  a  cloud  of  horror 
Surrounds  this  family!) 

SCENE  IV. 

A  Park . 

Enter  Lucie  and  Alice: 

CAVATINA. 

Luc,  Not  yet  come — oh,  miserable  ! 

This  is  the  hour,  the  fatal  hour, 

In  which,  vainly  in  these  walls 
He  seeks  for  love.  Oh,  terror  ! 

A  fatal  presage  is  in  my  heart. 

Oh,  fountain,  sweet  witness  of  my  sighs. 

Where,  happy,  I  pressed  him  to  my  heart! 

Shall  I  see  him  no  more  ?  Dreadful  thoughts  ! 
Edward  !  Edward !  should  he  not  return  ! 

Can  he  forget  his  vows — 

Alas  !  I  cannot  avoid  the  miserable  idea. 

It  always  rises  in  my  terrified  mind  ! 

Come,  dear  Edward — come,  my  life. 

Why  have  1  not  the  wings  of  the  wind 

For  ever  to  follow  thee  into  strange  lands,  dearest. 

At  least,  let  my  sighs  reach  the  spot  where  you  are ! 


Cruel  destiny  takes  me  far  from  thee  : 

But  love  conquers  all.  [meet 

With  thee  I  am,  dearest,  wherever  you  are  you  wiii 
My  sighs.  Turn,  oh,  turn,  dear  object, 

Come  to  bless  me  with  one  look,  dear  Edward, 

To  comfort  my  days,  let  me  press  thee  to  my  breast. 
2>peak  to  thee  still  of  love,  the  misery  of  my  heart 
It  may  relieve. 

Ati-  He  comes  ! — 1  will  keep  a  careful  watch 
Over  the  castle  so  near  you. 


SCENE  V. 

Enter  Edgar. 

Edg .  Lucie,  forgive  me, 

If,  at  this  undue  hour, 

I  asked  to  see  thee,  a  powerful  reason 
Obliged  me  so  to  do  ;  before  the  first  dawn  of  morn 
From  the  shores  of  my  country 
I  shall  be  far  away. 

Luc .  What  say  you  ? 

Edg .  On  the  friendly  shores  of  France, 

1  go  there  to  treat 

On  the  fate  of  Scotland;  and,  it  is  to  my  relative, 
To  Athol,  the  repairer  of  my  evil  fate. 

That  I  am  indebted  for  this  great  honour. 

Lvc.  And  you  thus  forsake  me  to  my  grief! 

Edg.  Before  I  leave  you 

I  wish  to  see  Ashton,  to  offer  him 

My  hand,  and  to  ask  him  to  bestow  yours  on  me 

Asa  token  of  peace  and  friendship. 

Luc .  What  do  1  hear  ? — 

Oh,  no!  let  our  love  still  remain 
Enveloped  in  mystery. 

Edg.  I  understand  you  ! — the  cruel  persecutor  of  my  house 
Is  not  yet  satisfied  — he  hasdeprived  me  of  a  father, 
And  usurped  the  inheritance  of  my  family 
By  most  iniquitous  plots,  and  that  is  not  yet  enough. 
What  does  he  want  ?  What  more  does  that  ferocious 
And  guilty  soul  demand  ? 

My  entire  destruction  ! — my  blood  ! 

He  abhors  me : 

Luc.  Oh,  no  ! 

Edg  He  detests  me  ! 

Luc.  Oh,  for  heaven’s  sake,  calm  your  passion  ! 


Edg.  Listen  to  me — on  the  tomb  that  encloses 
My  murdered  parent. 

To  your  race  eternal  war 
Have  I  sworn  in  my  rage; 

But  thee  I  saw,  and  in  my  heart  arose 
Another  passion,  my  anger  subsided — 

But  my  oath  is  not  yet  broken, 

Still  could  I  accomplish  it. 

Luc .  Alas!  becalm — appease  yourself, 

One  single  accent  might  betray  us. 

Does  not  my  grief  suffice  you  \ 

Do  you  wish  me  to  die  of  fright  ? 

Exclude  every  other  feeling, 

Love  alone  should  occupy  your  breast. 

Ah  !  a  pure  love  is  the  most  noble 
And  most  virtuous  oath  ? 

Edg .  Swear  to  me  now,  you  will  be  mine  for  ever 
Swear  in  the  face  of  heaven  ! 

God  hears  us,  God  sees  us — 

A  loving  heart  Is  a  temple,  an  altar— 

I  unite  my  fate  to  yours — 

I  am  your  husband  ! 

Luc .  And  1  am  for  ever  thine  !— 

'Tis  love  I  invoke. 

Edg .  I  take  heaven  to  witness  my  oath! 
a  2.  The  cold  hand  of  death  alone 

Shall  terminate  our  fond  passion. 

Edg .  We  must  now  separate  ! 

Luc .  Oh,  what  dreadful  words. 

My  heart  fails  me. 

Edg .  And  mine  remains  with  you. 

Luc .  Frequently  thy  thoughts, 

Let  me  by  letter  hear — 

And  the  life  of  a  fugitive, 

Hope  will  support. 

Edg .  Oh,  dearest  angel ! 

1  will  for  ever  retain  your  image. 

a  2.  On  the  wings  of  the  zephyr, 

My  ardent  sighs  will  reach  you  : 

In  the  roar  of  the  waves  you  will  hear 
The  echo  of  my  sighs — 

Thinking  that  on  tears 
And  arief  1  feed  myself: 


Shed  a  bitter  tear. 

From  time  to  time  for  me. 

Edg.  I  go— 

Luc .  Adieu  ! 

Edg .  Remember ! 

We  have  been  united  by  heaven  ! 

Luc .  And  love  ! 


END  OF  THE  FIRST  ACT, 


ACT  II. 


SCENE  I. 

A  Drawing  Room. 

Enter  Henry  and  Borman. 

Lucie  is  approaching, 

I  trembling  await  her. 

Already  my  castle  is  nearly  filled  by  the  many  noble 
Relatives  of  my  family  who  are  come  to  assist  at 
This  illustrious  hymeaneal. 

Arthur  will  soon  arrive.  Should  she  resist  and  dare 
To  oppose  it  ? — 

Fear  not — the  lengthened  absence 
Of  your  enemy,  his  letters. 

Which  we  have  intercepted,  and  the  report 
We  have  spread  of  his  infidelity,  will  banish 
That  silly  love  from  the  breast  of  Lucie. 

She  comes  !  The  forged  letters 
Give  to  me,  and  go  upon  the  road 
Which  leads  to  the  royal  city 
Of  Scotia  :  and  ’mid  honour  and  applause 
Conduct  Arthur  here. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Lucie. 

Approach,  Lucie, 

I  was  in  hopes  of  seeigg  you  smiling, 

It  is  the  day  fixed  for  your  marriage. 

You  gaze  on  me  and  remain  silent  ? 

This  dread  paleness  and  horror 
That  overspreads  my  cheek. 

Does  it  not  suffice  with  my  silence 
To  reproach  you  with  the  torments  I  endure. 

May  God  forgive  you 
Your  inhuman  cruelty. 


Hen.  I  ought  not  to  feel  pity 

For  the  unworthy  love  which  you  feel, 

But  let  us  not  speak  of  the  past, 

I  am  still  your  brother. 

My  anger  is  forgotten. 

So  be  your  unworthy  attachment, 

Luc.  Your  pity  comes  too  late, 

For  I  feel  my  end  approaches. 

Hen.  You  might  still  live  and  be  happy. 

Luc.  Happy  !  can  you  apply  such  words  to  me  ? 

Hen.  A  noble  husband. 

Luc.  Oh,  stop  !  stop  ! 

I  have  pledged  my  fate  to  another ! 

Hen.  You  could  not  do  so  ? 

Luc.  Oh,  Henry ! 

Hen .  Enough ! 

This  letter  will  sufficiently  enlighten  you  as  to  the 
Impious  and  cruel  man  you  loved. 

Bead ! 

Luc.  My  heart  beats. 

Hen.  You  tremble ! 

Luc.  Unhappy  creature  ! 

A  thunderbolt  has  fallen  on  me. 

I  was  pining  in  tears,  pain,  and  suffering  ; 

I  had  placed  all  my  hopes,  my  life,  on  a  heart. 
Which  faithless  heart  now  beats  for  another. 

The  hour  of  death  has  now  arrived  for  me  ! 

Hen.  You  have  given  your  love  to  a  perfidious  man — 
You  have  betrayed  your  blood  for  a  vile  seducer. 
But  you  have  received  from  heaven  a  just 
Recompense  i — That  seducer  has  forsaken  you  ! 
Luc.  What  do  I  hear  ? 

Hen.  You  hear  shouts  of  joy 

Reverberate  through  the  country. 

Luc.  Well! 

Hen.  Your  husband  approaches! 

Luc.  A  cold  shudder 

Creeps  through  my  veins — 

I  tremble— 

Hen.  Arthur  alone,  can  save 
Me  from  perdition. 

Luc.  And  me? — 

Hen.  Y ou  ought  to  save  me. 

Luc.  Oh,  heavens! 

Hen .  If  you  are  capable  of  betraying  me. 

My  fate  is  sealed— 


You  deprive  me  of  honour  and  life — 

You  prepare  the  axe  that  is  to  strike  me  j  — 

In  your  dreams  you  will  see 
My  irritated  and  threatening  shadow  ; 

And  that  blood-stained  axe 
Will  always  be  before  your  eyes. 

Luc .  Oh,  thou,  who  witnessed  my  tears  ! 

Thou,  who  readest  in  my  soul. 

If  my  grief  is  not  repulsed 
In  heaven,  as  it  is  on  earth, 

Almighty  God ;  deign  to  take  away 
This  life  of  misery — 

My  misfortune  is  so  great, 

That  death  would  be  a  blessing  to  me  ! 

SCENE  III, 

Enter  Raymond. 

Lud ?  Well ! 

Ray .  The  last  ray  of  hope  has  vanished  !  You  suspected 
your  brother — I  equally  thought  that  he  had  so  effectually 
closed  every  channel  of  communication  between  them  and 
the  shores  of  France,  that  no  letter  could  reach  the  man  to 
whom  you  had  plighted  your  love.  I,  myself,  caused  a 
letter  to  be  delivered  to  him  through  a  sure  hand — in  vain 
—he  is  still  silent — that  silence  too  surely  proves  his 
inconstancy. 

Luc .  What  would  you  advise  me] 

j Ray.  To  submit  to  destiny. 

Luc .  And  my  oath? — 

Ray.  Oaths  which  have  not  been  sanctioned  by  a  minis¬ 
ter  of  God,  are  neither  registered  in  heaven  nor  on  earth ! 

Luc.  In  vain  would  my  senses  yield  to  persuasion-— my 
heart  resists  the  voice  to  reason; 

Ray.  You  must  conquer  it, 

Luc .  Oh,  unfortunate  passion  ! 

Ray.  Alas!  yield,  or  still  greater  misfortunes 
Threaten  you,  unhappy  woman. 

For  the  sake  of  all  the  care  1  have  bestowed  on  you, 
In  the  name  of  your  mother,  who  is  no  more, 

Let  the  danger  of  a  brother 


Soften  an  d  change  your  heart, 

O  r  your  mother  will  tremble 
With  horror  in  her  tomb. 

Cease  !  you  have  conquered, 

I  am  nof  so  unnatural ! 

Ah !  how  you  delight  me  — 

What  a  cloud  you  have  dissolved — 

You  offer  yourself  as  a  victim. 

For  the  welfare  of  your  kindred, 

Lucie,  so  great  a  sacrifice 
Will  be  registered  in  heaven. 

If  of  the  pity  of  man 
You  are  to  be  deprived — 

There  is  a  God  who 
Will  dry  your  tears. 

Guide  me,  guide  my  steps, 

I  no  longer  know  myself — 

A  long  and  cruel  suspence 
Life  will  be  for  me. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Henry,  Arthur,  Norman,  Knights  and  Ladies,  Relations  of  Ash¬ 
ton,  Pages,  Soldiers,  Inhabitants  of  Lammermoor,  and  Servants. 

Cho.  For  thee  all  is  animated  with  joys  without  end — the 
days  of  hope  are  dawning — ’tis  friendship  that  guides  you, 
and  love  conducts  you,  as  a  star  in  the  middle  of  a  dark 
night,  as  a  smile  through  a  tear. 

Art .  Your  star  was  eclipsed  in  darkness  hut  for  a  short 
time — I  will  cause  it  to  rise  more  brilliant  than  ever — Give 
me  your  hand,  Henry — I  press  you  to  my  breast — I  approach 
you  as  a  friend,  as  a  brother,  a  defender.  Where  is  Lucie  ? 

Hen .  She  will  soon  appear — You  must  not  be  surprised 
to  find  her  plunged  in  sorrow.  She  weeps  for  the  death  of 
her  mother,  and  succumbs  to  her  grief. 

Art .  I  know  it — but  now  solve  me  a  doubt — they  say 
that  Edgar  has  presumed  to  cast  his  eye  upon  her. 

Hen .  ’Tis  true — that  madman  presumed — 

Cho.  fy  Nor .  Lucie  advances  towards  you. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Lucie,  Alice,  and  Raymond. 

Hen .  Here  is  your  husband !  — would  you  betray  me  ? 

Luc .  Great  heavens  ! 

Art .  Deign  to  accept  the  ardent  wishes  of  tender  love. 

Hen .  Let  theceiemony  be  gone  through  ! — Approach ! 


Luc . 
Ray . 


Luc . 


Art .  Oh,  sweet  invitation  ! 

Luc.  (I  go  to  the  sacrifice.) 

Ray.  ("Oh  Lord,  assist  her.) 

Hen.  No  hesitation  ! 

Luc.  (Unfortunate,  1  have  signed  my  doom.) 

Hen.  (I  breathe,  again  !)  [to  faint.) 

Luc.  (Oh  !  a  cold  prespiration  runs  over  me — 1  am  ready 
Omnes.  What  noise! — Who  comes? 

SCENE  VI, 

Enter  Edgar. 

Edg.  Edgar ! 

Omnes.  Edgar! 

Luc.  1  am  thunderstruck  ! 

Omnes.  Oh,  horror  ! 

Hen.  What  restrains  my  fury 

And  stops  my  hand  from  drawing  my  sword  ! 

In  favor  of  that  unfortunate  girl, 

A  voice  still  rises  in  my  breast — 

She’s  of  my  blood — I’ve  betrayed  her — 

She  hovers  between  life  and  death. 

Oh  !  why  can  I  not  silence 
The  remorse  rising  in  my  bosom  ? 

Edg.  In  such  a  moment  what  stops  me? 

What  arrests  my  vengeance  ? 

Her  grief,  her  fear  is  a  proof  of  her  remorse, 

She,  like  a  flower  torn  from  the  stem, 

Lies  between  life  and  death. 

Jt  unmans  me — I  am  conquered, 

I  love  you — ungrateful  one, 

1  love  you  still. 

Luc .  I  was  in  hopes  that  my  fear 

Would  have  deprived  me  of  life. 

But  death  comes  not — 

I  still  live,  unfortuuately. 

The  veil  has  fallen  from  my  eyes— 

Heaven  and  earth  have  betrayed  me. 

I  would  shed  tears  but  cannot, 

Oh,  even  tears  fail  me  ! 

Omnes.  What  a  terrible  moment! 

In  vain  I  seek  for  words, 

And  dark  clouds  prevent 
Even  a  ray  of  light  being  seen— - 
As  a  dying  rose  she 
Is,  between  life  and  death. 

He  who  is  not  moved  by  compassion 
Must  have  the  heart  of  a  tiger. 


All .  Fly  !  unfortunate  man. 

Or  your  blood  will  be  spilt. 

Edg.  I  will  die,  but  other  blood 
Will  flow  with  mine. 

Bay.  Respect  the  terrible  majesty  of  God,  I  order  you 
in  his  name  ; — put  aside  your  sword  and  anger.  Peace  ! 
peace  !  he  abhors  homicide,  and  it  is  written,  f<  he  who 
strikes  with  the  sword  shall  perish  by  the  sword 

Hen .  Ravenswood  !  what  brings  you  within  these  walls  ? 

Edg .  My  fate! 

My  rights  ! — yes,  Lucie 
Has  pledged  me  her  faith. 

Hay.  Forget,  in  future,  this  love — 

She  belongs  to  another. 

Edg .  To  another  !  Oh,  no  ! 

Bay .  Look  ! 

Edg .  You  tremble!  you  are  confounded! 

This  is  your  writing  ? 

Luc .  Yes! 

Edg .  Receive 

Back  your  gage,  perfidious, 

And  return  me  mine  ! 

Luc*  At  least — 

Edg  Return  it  me-»- 

Y ou  have  betrayed  heaven  and  earth 
1  curse  the  moment 
I  became  your  lover  , 

Cruel  and  perfidious  race — 

I  ought  to  have  avoided  you. 

Oh,  by  the  angry  hand  of  God, 

Be  you  dispersed  ! 

Omnes.  Vain  hopes! — 

Go  ! — fly  ! — the  fury  which  inflame?  us 
Only  for  an  instant  suspend  our  blows — 

But  they  will  then  fall  with  redoubled  fury, 
Shortly  on  your  detested  head. 

Yes  !  the  shame  of  so  outrageous  a  deed 
Shall  be  washed  in  your  blood  ! 

Edg .  Strike,  that  the  sacrifice  of  a  betrayed  heart 
May  preside  at  your  nuptials  ! 

The  sight  of  that  spot,  bathed  with  my  blood, 
Will  be  delightful  for  that  traitress  I — 

More  happily  will  she  go  to  the  altar  ! 


Luc .  God  save  him  !  in  so  terrible  a  moment 

Listen  to  the  voice  of  an  unfortunate  girl  j 
It  is  the  prayer  of  an  endless  grief, 

Which  has  lost  all  hopes  on  this  earth — 

It  is  the  last  prayer  of  a  soul 
That  is  now  fluttering  on  my  lips ! 

Raymond ,  Alice,  and  Ladies , 
Unfortunate  being  !  fly — hasten — 

Kespect  your  life — respect  the  state  she  is  in 
Live,  and  perhaps  your  grief  may  be  assuaged 
A 11  is  possible  to  the  Almighty. 

How  often  have  tears  changed 
Into  infinite  joy  and  happiness. 


ACT  III* 


SCENE  I. 

A  Room  in  the  Tower  of  Wolfs  Crag. 

Edg .  This  night  is  as  horrid  as  my  fate! 
Thunder,  ye  heavens. 

Send  forth  your  thunderbolts. 

That  the  universe 

May  be  crumbled  and  the  world  destroyed 
But  I  mistake  not — I  hear  approaching 
The  gallop  of  a  horse — he  stops  ! 

In  the  midst  of  the  tempest, 

Who  can  possibly  come  to  meet  me  ? 

SCENE  11. 

Enter  Henry. 

Hen.  I ! 

Edg.  What  audacity  ! — Ashton  ! 

Hen.  Yes! 

Edg.  Is  it  within  these  walls 

That  you  dare  present  yourself  before  me 
Hen.  I  am  come  to  your  misfortune — 

Did  you  not  come  under  my  roof  ? 

Edg .  In  this  place  I  think  I  see  the  shadow 
Of  my  father  rise  and  cry  vengeance  ; 

In  this  place  all  threatens  you  with  death. 
The  earth  trembles  beneath  your  feet — 

In  stepping  over  this  horrid  threshold 
Your  heart  must  have  quivered 
As  that  of  a  man  alive 
Stepping  into  his  grave. 

Hen.  Lucie,  on  quitting  the  altar. 

Was  conducted  to  her  nuptial  chamber. 
Edg •  (He  irritates  still  more  my  wounded  hearty 
Oh,  torment !  Oh,  jealousy  !) 

Hen .  My  castle  re-echoed  the  sounds 
Of  joy  and  happiness  , 

But  to  my  heart  more  powerfully 
Did  vengeance  speak ! 


It  brought  me  here  :  in  the  midst  of  the  tempest 
I  still  heard  its  voice. 

And  the  fury  of  the  storm 
Responded  to  my  fury. 

Edg.  What  would  you  of  me  ? 

Hen.  Listen, 

When  to  punish  offences 
My  vindictive  sword 
Hangs  suspended  over  thee. 

Think  not  to  fall  by  any  other  arm  but  mine ; 
Never,  you  know  now  who  must  have  your  life> 

Edg .  I  know  that  I  have  sworn  on  the  ashes 
Of  my  father  to  pierce  your  heart. 

Hen .  You! 

Edg.  Say  when? 

Hen .  At  the  first  dawn  of  the  rising  day. 

Edg.  Say  where  ? 

Hen .  In  the  centre  of  the  icy  tombs 
Of  the  Ravenswoods. 

Edg .  I  shall  be  there. 

Hen.  And  be  prepared  to  die  by  my  hands. 

Oh,  Sun !  haste  to  rise, 

a  2.  Encircle  your  brow  with  a  blood-crimson  crown 
To  throw  light  on  the  horrid  struggle 
Of  mortal  hatred  —of  blind  fury — 

The  evil  spirit  will  urge  our  souls 
With  the  cry  of  vengeance  ! 

The  passion  which  rages  in  my  heart 
Is  more  dreadful  than  the  roar  of  thunder ! 

SCENE  III. 

A  Room . 

Cho>  Of  loud  joy 

Raise  the  cry ; 

Through  all  Scotland, 

Through  all  her  shores, 

And  tell  the  wretches. 

Our  enemies. 

That  more  terrible. 

More  happy. 

The  presence  makes 
Of  our  great  joy , 

That  on  us  smile 
The  stars  themselves. 


SCENE  IV, 

Enter  Raymond  and  Norman. 

Ray.  Cease  !  Oh,  cease,  those  sounds  of  joy ! 

O tunes.  Your  cheeks  are  blanched — 

What  ails  you  ? 

Ray,  Oh,  most  deplorable  event ! 

O nines.  You  strike  us  with  horror. 

Ray .  From  the  chamber  of  Lucia, 

Where  she  was  left  with  her  husband, 

A  groan — a  cry  was  heard 
As  of  a  dying  man. 

Ran  through  these  walls, — 

Oh  !  dreadful  crime  ! 

Arthur  was  lying  on  the  ground. 

Silent,  cold,  and  covered  with  blood ; 

And  Lucie  was  still  brandishing 
The  sword  which  belonged  to  him. 

She  fixed  her  eyes  on  me  ; 

“  My  husband,”  said  she,  “  where  is  he 
And  her  pale  visage 
A  smile  illumed. 

Unhappy  woman  !  her  senses 
Failed  her  at  once  ! — 

Ornnes  Oh,  what  a  terrible  event ! 

A  horrid  trembling  fear  possesses  us  all. 

Oh,  night !  cover  with  thy  darkest  shade 
That  cruel  event ! 

Oh  !  may  that  hand  not  call  down 
On  our  heads  the  anger  of  heaven  f 
Ray .  Fere  she  comes. 

SCENE  V, 

Enter  Lucie  and  Alice. 

Luc .  The  sweet  sound 

Of  his  voice  struck  me — Ah  !  that  voice 
Penetrated  to  my  heart ! 

Edgar,  I  am  restored  to  you  ; 

I  have  fled  your  enemies  ; 

Come  near  the  fountain 

And  sit  beside  me.  Oh,  heavens  !  a  dreadful 

Thantom  rises  and  separates  us. 

A  celestial  harmony  ? 

Do  you  not  hear,  it  is  the  hymn 


Of  our  nuptials — the  rites 

For  us  are  preparing.  Oh,  happiness ! 

I  cannot  impart  the  happiness  I  feel ! 

Ray.  Oh  !  observe  the  unfortunate  creature  ; 

In  her  madness  she  still  rejoices. 

Oh !  I  no  longer  know  myself — 

My  heart  is  broken. 

Luc.  Do  not  weep  : 

Strain  me  in  your  arms. 

Have  pity  on  me ; 

Let  one  of  those  tears, 

'•V  One  only,  fall  on  me. 

And  let  it  extinguish 

The  flame  that  is  burning  in  my  heart. 

Ray.  Henry  comes. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Henry. 

Hen .  Speak,  is  there  any  truth  in  that  horrid  scene? 
Ray.  Tis  but  too  true. 

Hen.  Oh,  perfidious  girl ! 

You  shall  suffer  the  penalty  you  have  deserved. 
Omnes.  Stop  I  oh,  heavens  ! 

Ray .  Do  you  not  perceive  the  state  she  is  in  ? 

Luc.  What  wouldst  thou  ? 

Hen .  Oh !  how  pale. 

Luc .  Unfortunate  that  I  am. 

Ray .  She  has  lost  her  senses. 

Hen.  Great  heavens ! 

Ray.  Cruel,  you  ought  to  tremble  for  her  life. 

Luc.  Do  not  look  at  me  with  such  angry  eyes, 

I  have  signed  that  deed,  Tis  true. 

Oh !  heavens,  he  tramples 
That  ring  under  his  feet. 

He  curses  me !  I  have  been  the  victim 
Of  a  cruel  brother ; 

But  I  have  always  loved,  I  swear  it. 

Who  did  you  name  ?  Arthur ! 

Ah,  fly  not — forgive  me. 

Omnes.  Alas  !  my  Lord,  have  mercy  upon  her. 

Luc.  I  am  near  the  grave. 

Listen  to  one  more  prayer. 

Shed  a  few  tears 
On  my  mortal  remains 


Fervently  for  thee ; 

It  will  not  be  a  place  of  happiness 
For  me  until  you  join  me. 

Omnes.  Oh !  who  could  restrain  their  tears  i 


Hen.  Life  of  torment  and  tears 
Remorse  prepares  for  me. 

Let  us  retire.  Alice, 

Faithful  friend,  oh  !  watch  over 
That  unfortunate  creature. 

I  am  bewildered. 

Ray.  Traitor,  rejoice  in  your  doings. 
Nor .  What  sayest  thou  ? 

Ray.  Yes,  Twas  thou  who  kindled 

The  first  flame  that  has  destroyed 
That  unfortunate  house. 

Nor.  I  did  not  think — 


Ray.  It  is  thou,  impious  man,  *tis  thou 
Art  the  cause  of  all  the  blood  that  has  been  spilt ;  [hand 
That  blood  accuses  you  before  God,  and  already  the  supreme 
Signs  your  sentence.  Go  now,  and  tremble. 


SCENE  VII. 

The  exterior  part  of  the  Castle. —  Time,  Night. 

Edg.  Tomb  of  my  ancestors,  receive,  alas  ! 

The  last  offspring  of  an  unfortunate  race. 

The  momentary  delusion 
Of  passion  has  fled.  I  will  throw  myself 
On  my  enemy's  sword  ;  life  is  for  me 
An  insupportable  weight ;  without  Lucie 
The  universe  is  but  a  desert  for  me. 

The  castle  still  glares 

With  the  effulgent  and  merry  light  of  flambeaux. 
Ah !  the  night  has  passed  amid  the  merry  throng. 
Ungrateful  woman  !  while  I  am  pining  away. 

You  are  rejoicing 

With  your  happy  husband  ! 

You,  in  the  midst  of  pleasure — me  in  death. 

But  soon  a  lonely  tomb 
Will  receive  my  remains. 

Not  one  tear  of  sorrow 
Will  fall  on  it! 


Alas  !  the  last  consolation 
Of  the  dying  will  fail  me. 

Thou,  also,  thou  wilt  forget 
The  despised  man, 

But  do  not  at  least  trample  on  it 
With  your  husband  ; — 

Respect  the  remains  of  the  man 
Who  died  for  thee. 


SCENE  VIII. 

Enter  Inhabitants  of  Lammermoor,  Chorus  omnes. 

Cho.  Oh  !  unfortunate  creature  — 

Oh  !  horrid  event !  no  hope  in  future — 

This  day,  which  is  near  its  dawn. 

You  will  not  see. 

Edg.  Good  heavens  !  answer  me. 

Who  do  vou  thus  lament. 

Omnes.  Lucie. 

Edg.  Lucie,  what  say  you  ? 

Omnes .  Yes,  the  unfortunate  creature  is  dying — 
Shocking  union  for  her ! 

Love  has  bereft  her  of  reason — 

Her  last  hour  approaches — 

She  sighs  and  calls  on  you. 

Edg.  Oh  !  Lucie  !  Lucie  ! 

Omnes .  The  death-bell  already  tolls  ! 

Edg.  Alas  !  the  sound  revibrates  in  my  heart. 

My  fate  is  sealed— 

I  will  once  more  see  her— see  her — and  then. 
Omnes.  Oh  heavens  !  what  mad  transports. 

Oh  !  stop—  calm  thyself. 


SCENE  THE  LAST. 

Enter  Raymonds 

Hay*  Where  goest  thou,  madman  ? 

She  is  no  longer  of  this  world. 

Edg.  Oh  !  thou  who  hast  taken  thy  upward  flight ; 
Oh !  lovely  soul,  gaze  on  me 


Without  anger  : 

Your  faithful  lover  flies  towards 
Oh  !  if  the  passions  of  men 
Have  warred  against  us, 

If  we  have  been  divided  on  earth 
May  God  reunite  us  in  heaven. 

I  follow  thee. 

Ray.  Miserable ! 

Omnes.  What  have  you  done  ? 

Ray .  Sf  Cho.  Oh  terrible. 

Cho.  Cruel  destiny. 

Ray.  God  forgive  so  great  a  crime. 


END  OF  THE  OPERA. 
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